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Snow 

by  Charlie  Byland  (age  7] 

Snow  night 
• Snow  flight 

I wish  I could  go  out  tonight. 
I caught  a kite 
And  took  a kite  flight 
I 9aw  a pretty  sight 
The  9now  all  silver  white. 
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TACKROOM  WILLIE 

by  Kate  Damiano 


came  rrom  then 

a g a i n n ° one  really  cared.  To  hear  him  tell 
f,  that  was,  if  ya  could  unnerstan'  him 
while  he  was  fellin’  it  to  ya,  well,  shit  I 

ZT  Vk  f°U'd  S3y  he  came  ,rom  some- 

Trutheof  ThW6en  6Very  Pl3Ce  and  no  P'ace- 

Truth  of  the  matter  was,  the  only  world 

his  mind"6  ^ d°ne  Wen'  n°  ,Ur,her  tha" 


(Cont.  on  page  3) 
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All  I knew  was  he  showed  up 
every  winter,  just  like  clockwork 
and  lookin'  like  he  was  needin'  his 
parts  overhauled  What  he  really 
needed  was  a shave,  haircut,  and 
most  especially,  a shower  Gawd 
damn,  how  one  man  could  stink  a 
booze  like  that  was  beyond  me!  He 
smelt  worse  than  one  a them  third 
rate,  red  neck  bars  out  there  on  441. 
ya  know,  them  joints  they  got  all 
lined  up  in  rows  right  along  side 
Madame  Fortunas,  the  supposed 
palm  reader.  Even  when  he  did  get 
himself  cleaned  up  a bit,  which 
weren't  too  often,  well,  the  smell 
stayed  right  with  him 

Some  a them  Argie  grooms,  said 
he  had  the  bones  of  a mouse,  only 
they  used  one  a them  fancy  words 
like  verdabrays  or  somethin',  it  bein' 
pretty  hard  for  me  to  make  heads  or 
tails  outa  anything  they  said.  Them 
stupid  spies  never  could  figgir'  out 
how  he  slipped  under  the  door  or 
through  the  window  cracks  in  the 
tackroom  I mean,  they  went 
through  all  that  trouble  makin'  sure 
everything  was  locked  up  real  tight 
at  night,  and  sure  enough  come 
mornin',  there  he'd  be,  all  curled  up 
on  a bale  of  hay  sleepin'  like  a 
baby.  Them  Argie  grooms  never  did 
figgir  on  ol  Willie  pickin'  the  lock, 
and  I sure  as  hell  wasn't  'bout  to  go 
and  educate  them  foreigners  any 
more  than  necessary.  Bad  enough  I 
had  to  work  next  to  'em  every  day, 
let  alone  be  educatin'  'em.  But, 
gettin'  back  to  Willie,  he  did  show 
up  every  winter,  and  we  did  find 
him  sleepin'  in  the  tackroom,  which 
was  why  Glen  went  and  named  him 
Tackroom  Willie.  His  given  name 
was  Willie  Meehan,  and  sometimes, 
when  he'd  been. on  a good  binge, 
he'd  claim  how  his  family  came 
from  somewheres  in  County  Cork, 
and  that  they  owned  land  back  in 
the  old  country,  and  how  he  even 
had  a king  or  somethin'  for  a distant 
relative.  Shit,  I don't  know  much 
about  history,  but  I do  knows  them 
people  in  Ireland  never  owned 
anything  that  was  theirs  outright, 
and  weren't  nobody  that  was  some- 
body important,  like  a king,  that 
was  ever  related  to  Willie  Meehan. 
But  like  I already  told  ya,  more 
existed  in  his  mind  than  anyplace 
else 

Anyways,  me  and  Glen  had  been 
workin'  at  Palm  Beach  Polo  Club  for 
about  a year,  when  this  fella 
showed  up,  wearin'  blowed-out  levis 
and  battered  cowboy  boots,  and 
braggin'  to  anybody  within  ear  shot 
'bout  how  good  he  be  with  horses, 
and  that  he  never  found  a horse  he 
couldn't  keep  sound.  Ya  had  to  be 
there  to  believe  it  I guess,  that  little 
man.  no  bigger  than  a jockey,  with 
that  scraggly  beard  and  sportin  a 
pair  a glasses  he  stole  from  the  5 
and  10,  shootin'  his  mouth  off  'bout 
how  good  he  be  with  horses.  Funny, 
thing  though,  Glen  believed  him 
Even  funnier,  Glen  was  right  That 
sawed-off  piece  of  garbage  was 
good  with  horses,  and  even  better, 
he  came  cheap.  All  he  needed  to 
get  by  on  was  groceries,  a sawbuck 
and  a six  pack  Glen  threw  the 
tackroom  in  as  a bonus 

Didn't  seem  to  bother  Glen  none 
that  ol  Willie  stunk  worse  than  any 
stall  I ever  mucked,  and  believe  you 
me.  them  stalls  can  get  pretty  rank 


sometimes  Personally  I don't  take 
offense  to  the  smell  a horses,  I 
mean,  they  eat  about  as  natural  a 
diet  as  you  can  get  Look  at  it  this 
way:  if  ya  had  your  choice  'bout 
what  you'd  be  stickin'  your  foot 
into,  wouldn't  you  rather  step  in  a 
heap  of  alfalfa  sprouts  than  a pile  a 
dog  shit? 

That  was  kinda  the  long  runnin' 
joke  around  the  barn,  when  them 
high  society  women  came  out  to 
post  and  trot  on  their  husbands' 
horses,  wearin'  tight  breeches  and 
custom  boots  that  never  and  noways 
stepped  in  a pile  a crap  belongin'  to 
dog  or  horse,  and  talkin'  about  how 
when  they  was  through  they  were 
all  goin'  up  to  the  clubhouse  and 
have  themselves  a Perrier  water  and 
a salad  bar  Can  you  believe  that? 
They  went  somewhere  and  bought 
bottled  water,  and  then  sat  down  at 
a bar  that  served  'em  big  plates  of 
lettuce,  carrots,  and  yeah,  you  got 
it,  alfalfa  sprouts.  Alfalfa  sprouts! 
shit,  they  coulda  got  'em  from  me 
for  nothing'  if  they  just  asked,  but 
no,  that  weren't  how  rich  people  did 
things. 

A long  time  ago,  I stopped  tryin' 
to  figgir  out  how  rich  people 
thought.  Bein'  rich  meant  ya  could 
afford  to  think  anyway  ya  wanted, 
and  I ain't  never  found  nobody  to 
prove  that  different.  It  might  a had 
somethin'  to  do  with  what  Glen  was 
always  sayin',  it  weren't  that  the 
rich  were  special  as  much  as  they'd 
been  crossbred  so  many  times,  it 
was  bound  to  show  up  somewheres 
That  made  perfect  sense  to  me; 
Lord  knows  I'd  seen  it  enough  times 
in  animals,  and,  well,  I guess  people 
weren't  no  different  than  animals. 
Willie  sure  was  a testament  to  that 
Even  on  a good  day  his  brain  didn't 
work  any  better  than  some  a them 
people  from  the  backwoods  of 
Louisiana,  them  folks  that  went  off 
and  had  children  with  their  children 
and  ended  up  with  a pasture  full  of 
misfits.  Willie  sure  was  a misfit,  and 
Glen,  well,  him  havin'  a big  heart 
and  all,  just  got  saddled  with  the 
son  of  a bitch 

At  that  time,  Glen  was  workin'  for 
Mister  Ashley  Rose  the  Second,  a 
big  shot  businessman  from  up  north 
and  a pretend  polo  player  'Bout  the 
only  thing  Mister  Rose  knew  about 
horses  and  polo  was  you  needed  a 
whole  lot  of  cash  to  do  either,  and 
he  sure  had  plenty  of  both  Glen 
came  to  Florida  originally  hopin'  to 
find  some  kind  of  a job  as  a trainer, 
and  maybe  even  get  picked  up  as  a 
player  on  a team  His  only  downfall 
was  a perpetual  shortage  of  money; 
polo  weren't  the  kind  of  sport  ya 
could  take  too  seriously  if  ya  didn't 
have  the  money  to  back  ya  The 
other  drawback  was  nobody  in  polo 
took  ya  too  seriously  if  the  money 
weren't  there,  so  I guess  ya  could 
say  Glen  sorta  compromised,  and 
settled  for  trainin'  horses  and  grab- 
bin'  an  occasional  chukker  or  two; 
courtesy  of  Mister  Ashley  Rose  the 
Second. 

Bein'  a horse  trainer  ain't  the 
easiest  job  in  the  world;  most  of  us 
well  over  worked  and  under  payed 
The  only  trainers  that  got  them- 
selves a "crush"  job  worked  out  on 
them  farms  that  sired  Secretariat 
and  Affirmed  Hell,  they  weren't 
really  trainers,  they're  family,  and 


like  money,  bein'  family  earned  ya 
certain  privileges  A real  life,  hon- 
est-to-goodness  trainer  like  Glen 
and  myself  weren't  much  more  than 
a glorified  groom,  we  both  knew 
and  accepted  that  It  just  sounded  a 
bunch  better  when  we  was  out  on 
the  town,  tryin'  to  drink  some  girl 
pretty,  if  we  was  to  boast  a little 
and  say  we  was  trainers,  period 
Weren't  no  need  for  them  to  know 
we  spent  as  much  time  under  and 
around  horses  as  we  did  on  top  a 
them 

Mister  Rose  had  himself  a string 
of  22  horses,  some  of  the  finest 
lookin'  papered  thoroughbreds 
you'd  ever  come  across,  which 
meant  Glen  was  bustin'  his  tail  more 
hours  than  there  was  in  a day  I 
always  liked  to  think  that  when 
Willie  appeared,  it  was  something' 
like  Divine  intervention  and  most  of 
the  time  it  was  When  he  wasn't  too 
hung  over  or  flat  out  drunk,  Willie 
proved  to  be  a gift  from  heaven; 
about  the  only  job  Glen  never 
entrusted  to  him  was  drivin'  the  rig 
We  never  did  find  out  if  he  had  a 
license,  and  I reckon  as  long  as  his 
thumb  held  out,  he  didn't  need  one 
Hell,  he  weren't  hired  to  drive,  as 
his  talents  proved  to  be  in  other 
areas 

Ol  Willie  was  a wizzard  with  a bar 
of  saddle  soap  and  some  linseed  oil, 
givin'  Mister  Ashley  Rose  tack  that 
was  the  envy  of  Palm  Beach  Polo 
for  an  entire  season.  Cleanin'  tack 
had  always  been  somethin'  I saved 
for  them  little  girls  that  were  always 
hangin'  round  the  barn,  cleanin 
jobs  of  any  sort  just  belongin'  in  the 
hands  of  a woman,  and,  well,  it 
didn't  hurt  me  none  that  if  they  was 
busy  cleanin'  tack  they  wouldn't  be 
buggin'  me  about  exercising  the 
horses.  But  that  tack  of  Mister 
Roses,  well,  it  was  somethin'  Willie 
took  pride  in;  he'd  spend  hours 
sittin'  out  in  the  aisle,  scrubbin'  and 
oilin'  till  it  was  softer  than  a 
chamois  rag  His  real  expertise  was 
bigger  than  cleanin'  tack,  and  ya 
had  to  see  him  only  once  under  the 
belly  of  a horse  to  know  what  I 
mean. 

The  one  thing  bad  about  ownin' 
horses,  and  workin'  with  them,  was 
lameness.  Oh,  once  in  a while  ya 
had  to  deal  with  them  gettin'  colic, 
and  their  intestines  gettin'  all  tan- 
gled up,  but  that  didn't  happen  as 
much  as  a horse  cornin'  up  with  leg  , 
problems  I swear,  sometimes  you 
only  had  to  be  wonderin'  if  your 
best  horse  was  off  in  his  fore-front, 
or  on  one  a his  back  legs,  and  for 
just  even  considerin'  that  he  might 
be,  he  was  Didn't  take  no  effort  at 
all  for  them  to  pull  a muscle  or  tear 
a ligament,  and  as  for  breakin 
bones,  well,  being  a horseman  I d 
rather  skip  that  subject  entirely 
Now  Willie  could  spot  a bad  leg 
before  it  even  happened,  and 
should  it  have  slipped  past  him, 
well,  he  always  know  how  to  correct 
it.  Mister  Ashley  Rose  the  Second 
saved  himself  a bunch  of  money  on 
vet  bills  just  because  of  Willie's  all 
seein'  eye.  He  knew  which  horses 
could  be  turned  out  together,  how 
they  should  go  into  the  stock  trailer 
so  they  wouldn't  be  kickin'  the  shit 
out  of  one  another,  and  if  one  did 
get  hurt,  he  knew  exactly  how  to 
make  'em  sound  again  He'd  squat 
right  down  underneath  their  bellies 
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and  rub  'em  down  with  absorbine  or 
leg  tightner,  then  he'd  wrap  their 
legs  real  good,  say  some  kinda 
hocus  pocus,  and  shit,  they'd  be  as 
fit  as  one  a them  Olympic  athletes. 
For  a while  there  he  used  quite  a bit 
of  beigel  oil  on  them,  claimin'  it 
had  proven  medicinal  purposes,  but 
Clen  figgired  out  they  went  through 
more  bottles  of  it  than  horses  were 
lame,  and  when  he  caught  Willie 
drinkin  the  stuff,  he  suggested  they 
find  another  remedy.  I don't  sup- 
pose them  veterinary  doctors  con- 
sidered some  of  Willfe's  methods  to 
be  what  they  called  orthodox;  some 
of  the  things  he  resorted  to  was  just 
the  backside  of  vodoo,  but  our 
thinkin'  was  that  if  it  worked,  and  It 
always  did,  then  who  were  we  to 
question.  He  just  had  a real  sense  of 
horses,  and  if  he  never  had  anythin' 
else  in  his  life,  he  had  a minute  or 
two  of  self-respect  when  he  was 
workin'  wonders  on  a lame  horse. 

There's  somethin'  to  be  said  about 
dignity,  and  ain't  nobody  on  the 
face  of  the  earth  that  weren't 
entitled  to  his  fair  share.  Mister 
Ashley  Rose  thought  self-respect 
was  somethin'  ya  could  buy,  like 
one  of  his  thoroughbred  horses,  but 
he  sure  came  down  a few  notches 
that  day  over  at  Gulf  Stream,  when 
his  daughter  Cassie  delivered  a fine 
sermon  on  the  mean  in'  of  self-res- 
pect. 

Every  year  the  club  at  Gulf  Stream 
sponsored  an  open  invitation  to 
polo  players,  their  families,  and 
even  some  of  the  grooms.  The 
whole  idea  was  to  get  people 
involved,  for  good  time's  sake, 
minus  the  pomp  and  circumstance 
of  some  of  the  fancier  clubs.  At  first 
it  started  out  as  a joke,  bu.t  after 
politics  and  money  got  dragged  into 
polo,  and  people  that  had  been 
around  for  ages  were  treated  like 
their  names  turned-up  on  the  wrong 
guest  list,  well,  Gulf  Stream  went 
after  them  with  a vengeance.  That's 
another  thing  about  how  rich  people 
thought,  they  even  divided  money 
into  classes;  old  money  weren't  the 
same  as  new,  foreign  became  a lot 
more  interestin'  than  domestic,  and 
eastern  bluebloods  beat  out  western 
red  necks  any  day  of  the  week  The 
players  at  Gulf  Stream  were  sick  and 
tired  of  bein'  snubbed  by  people 
that  didn't  put  their  pants  on  any 
different  than  they  did,  and  they 
aimed  to  teach  them  a lesson. 

Mister  Ashley  Rose  the  Second 
accepted  the  invitation,  and  entered 
himself,  Glen,  Cassie,  and  her 
husband,  ^vlike,  as  a team.  They 
might  not  have  been  the  strongest 
players  on  the  field  that  day,  but 
they  sure  were  the  best  lookin'  I 
think  they  called  themselves  the 
Devil's  Disciples,  and  as  a joke, 
Cassie  had  wrapped  their  helmets 
with  aluminum  foil  that  came  to 
little  points  just  above  their  ears 
Mister  Rose  didn't  care  for  the  idea 
of  bein'  dressed  up  like  it  was 
Halloween,  but  it  wasn't  his  club 
and  there  weren't  too  much  he 
could  do  about  it  After  all,  it  was 
just  for  fun. 

With  Glen  havin'  the  opportunity 
to  play  Willie  was  left  to  step  and 
fetch  for  the  four  of  them  He  was 
so  honored  to  be  in  charge,  and 
busied  himself  gettin'  mounts  tack- 
ed and  legged  up,  makin'  sure  the 


mallets  were  all  sorted  out  and 
ready  to  go.  He  barely  had  time  to 
swipe  a beer  from  the  cooler,  but 
that  didn't  bother  him  none,  as  he 
showed  up  drunk  anyways. 

I guess  if  I remember  anything 
good  about  that  day,  it  wouldn've 
been  when  Cassie  asked  me  to  take 
a picture  of  her,  the  girls,  and 
Willie.  Cassie  never  went  anywhere 
without  one  of  them  big  Jap  came- 
ras; she  was  always  perched  on  top 
of  somethin'  or  underneath  some- 
thin' just  snappin'  that  shutter 
down  I don't  know  too  much  about 
photography,  but  I do  know  that 
camera  was  as  much  a part  of  her  as 
her  daughters;  some  of  her  pictures 
got  published  in  the  Polo  Post 
Walking  back  to  the  horses  with  the 
girls  trailin'  after  her  like  shadows, 
she  stopped  next  to  Willie  and 
asked  him  if  he'd  be  interested  in  a 
family  portrait  Ol  Willie  just  blush- 
ed and  stammered  worse  than 
usual,  but  of  course  he  agreed. 
Never  did  figgir  on  seein'  that 
picture,  and  when  I finally  did  it 
was  under  sorry  circumstances,  but 
I don't  reckon  I would  have  ever 
forgotten  in  my  mind  hows  they  all 
looked.  Cassie  weren't  no  bigger 
than  Willie,  but  what  she  didn't 
have  in  size  she  sure  made  up  for  in 
beauty,  and  Sarah,  Emma,  and 
Oatsie  were  just  mirrors  of  their 
ma-ma  They  snuggled  real  close 
together,  Willie  nuzzlin'  up  to 
Cassie  like  a foal  to  its  mother;  the 
girls  sorta  scattered  around  them.  I 
felt  kinda  awkward  tryin'  to  look 
like  I knew  what  I was  doin',  I 
mean,  most  of  the  guys  around  polo 
that  went  around  snappin'  pictures 
were  either  queers  or  coke  freaks, 
but,  Cassie  was  special  to  me  and 
weren't  no  way  I couldn't  oblige 
her.  I snapped  about  three  pictures 
of  'em,  and  they  sure  did  make  a 
fine  lookin'  bunch,  even  that  critter 
Willie  Then  she  did  the  darndest 
thing,  she  leaned  over  and  gave 
Willie  a kiss  on  that  scraggly  face  of 
his,  and  Lord,  he  reeled  and  rocked 
on  his  toes  like  a goddamn  idiot. 
"Thank  you,  Willie,  I really  appreci- 
ate your  helping  out  today,"  she 
said.  Well,  that  man's  feet  never 
touched  ground  again. 

The  first  chukker  of  the  Disciples 
game  went  pretty  fast,  and  other 
than  the  ground  bein'  a bit  slick, 
they  all  seemed  to  be  holdin  their 
own  out  there.  It  weren't  until  half 
time  that  Glen  noticed  Willie  was 
close  to  knee-walkin  drunk,  and  he. 
tore  into  him  like  a cyclone.  He 
even  screamed  at  me,  hollerin  that  I 
should  take  all  the  coolers  and  lock 
them  in  my  trailer  so  Willie  couldn't 
get  his  hands  on  any  more  beer  I 
didn't  pay  no  mind  to  Glen's  being 
upset,  Willie  was  known  for  drink- 
ing himself  senseless,  and  it  would 
not  of  paid  none  to  let  the  son  of  a 
bitch  pass  out  right  then.  So  I went 
and  gathered  up  all  the  coolers  I 
could  find,  including  Mister  Ashley 
Rose,  except  as  I was  walkin'  from 
their  trailer  to  my  own,  ol  Willie 
gave  me  a holler  and  when  I turned 
around,  he  winked  and  waved  a six 
pack  of  Budweiser  at  me.  I sure  as 
hell  weren't  no  miracle  worker,  and 
sobering  him  up  at  that  point  was 
impossible,  so  I asked  Sarah  to  give 
him  a hand,  cause  he  looked  to  me 
like  he  was  cornin'  down  with 
something. 


Everything  would've  been  all  right 
if  the  field  hadn't  been  so  wet,  and 
when  Mike  went  down  in  the  fourth 
chukker,  all  hell  broke  loose.  One 
of  the  hazards  of  polo  is  takin'  a bad 
spill,  sometimes  it  just  can't  be 
avoided.  Mike  was  tearin'  down  that 
field  doing  somethin'  like  35  miles 
an  hour,  and  he  was  alone.  I mean, 
that  boy  clearly  had  the  chance  to 
be  a real  hero  that  day  He  dropped 
that  horse's  head  to  its  knees, 
wbippin'  and  spurrin'  all  the  way  to 
the  goal  mouth.  Gawd,  it  was  a 
sight  to  see,  the  fans  all  screamin' 
from  the  bleachers  and  the  back  of 
pick-up  trucks,  his  daughters  jum- 
pin' up  and  down  on  the  sidelines, 
all  because  everything  appeared  to 
be  under  control.  He  took  one  last 
swing  at  the  ball,  knocking  it  off  to 
the  left,  a tad  wide,  and  as  the  rest 
of  us  groaned  our  disappointment, 
the  horse  lost  its  footing  and 
crashed  down  on  top  of  Mike.  They 
laid  there  for  a bit,  the  horse 
scramblin'  to  get  up  on  its  legs,  and 
Mike  kinda  dazed.  Cassie  jumped 
off  her  horse  mid-field,  running 
towards  the  goal  mouth  and  shout- 
in' for  a paramedic.  We  expected 
the  worst.  Mister  Rose  and  Cassie 
knelt  on  the  ground  next  to  Mike 
while  Glen  checked  him  out. 

There  ain't  nothin'  more  terrifyin' 
than  to  watch  a rider  come  off  like 
that,  you  just  feel  so  goddamn 
helpless.  I stood  there  suckin'  in  my 
breath  and  doin'  what  I always  do  in 
that  situation,  I prayed. 

I've  always  been  one  a them 
plea-bargaining'  Southern  Baptists 
who  only  talked  to  Cod  when  I 
needed  a favor  I must  have  talked 
my  ass  off  cause  the  next  thing  I 
knew,  Mike  was  .back  on  his  feet. 
Shit,  he  just  got  winded.  We  were 
all  so  worried  'bout  Mike  that  we 
plum  forgot  about  the  horse,  who 
was  barrelin'  back  towards  the 
trailer,  favorin'  his  front  leg.  Mister 
Rose  turned  around  just  as  Bandid 
reached  Willie,  and  decided  to  have 
a look-see  for  himself 
Weren't  no  way  anyone  coulda 
prevented  the  events  of  that  day, 
certainly  not  the  horse  bein'  injured, 
and,  well,  like  I mentioned  earlier, 
it  would  have  taken  a miracle  to 
sober  up  Willie. 

There's  somethin'  that  needs  to  be 
understood  about  Willie  when  he 
was  drunk.  He  might  not  have 
functioned  too  well,  but  then,  who 
did  when  they'd  been  poundin' 
down  beer  all  day?  His  speech  was 
slurred,  and  I suppose  he  had 
trouble  walkin'  straight,  but  that  son 
of  a bitch  still  knew  what  he  was 
supposed  to  be  doin',  and  he  was 
workin'  at  that  when  Mister  Rose 
saw  him.  Willie  had  Bandit  by  the 
reins,  kinda  cooing  to  him  so  he'd 
settle  down.  He  was  as  gifted  at 
talkin'  to  a horse  as  he  was  at 
keepin'  them  sound,  and  I still 
believe  it  would  have  turned  out  all 
right  if  Mister  Ashley  Rose  had  just 
kept  to  himself.  I realized  that 
everybody  was  reactin'  to  their 
emotions;  it's  hard  to  keep  your 
feelins'  in  check  when  something 
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like  that  happens.  But  Mister  Rose 
got  one  look  at  Willie,  and  he 
started  carrin'  on  like  nothin'  I'd 
ever  seen  before.  He  told  him  he 
was  worthless,  and  irresponsible, 
and  when  he  was  finished  with 
Willie  Meehan,  he'd  personally  see 
to  it  that  he  never  worked  around 
horses  anywheres.  He  went  on  like 
that  for  a good  five  minutes  or  so, 
not  carin'  who  heard  him,  includin' 
his  grand-daughters  By  the  time 
Cassie  arrived,  ol  Willie  was  on  the 
verge  of  tears;  lookin'  at  her  wishin' 
he  could  just  go  off  somewheres 
and  die. 

In  all  the  time  I knew  Cassie,  I 
never  heard  her  raise  her  voice  or 
say  something  in  anger  to  anyone.  If 
she  was  ever  mad,  she  had  this  way 
a lettin'  you  know  without  raisin' 
her  voice.  It  must  of  had  somethin' 
to  do  with  her  breedin',  cause  she'd 
just  shoot  you  a glance  and  you'd 
find  yourself  gelded  I don't  reckon 
I know  what  it  was  that  set  her  off 
exactly,  but  she  caught  the  tail  end 
of  her  father's  words  to  Willie,  and 
it  was  like  everythin'  she'd  held 
back  all  her  life,  came  bustin'  out  of 
her  mouth. 

She  stood  there  with  her  hands  on 
her  hips,  lookin'  her  daddy  right 
square  in  his  eyes,  and  told  him  off 
proper.  "Sure,  he's  irresponsible, 
and  yes,  he's  undependable,  and 
I'm  well  aware  that  he  spends  more 
time  in  a drunken  stupor  than  he 
does  in  sobriety.  But  he's  a human 
being,  Dad,  and  not  any  different 
than  you  or  I.  Everyone,  and 
perhaps  even  more  so  where  he's 
concerned,  is  entitled  to  a share  of 
dignity  and  self-respect.  How  dare 
you  humiliate  him,  and  just  who 
appointed  you  his  judge?" 

Well,  Mister  Ashley  Rose  the 
Second  was  beside  himself,  and  I 
don't  know  if  he  ever  recovered 
from  that  thrashing  He  just  seemed 
to  cower  before  his  daughter;  I 
don't  suppose  anyone  in  his  entire 
life  had  ever,  ever  spoken  to  him 
like  that. 

He  was  too  proud  a man  to 
apologize;  too  arrogant  to  do  any- 
thin' besides  leave  in  a huff,  which 
was  what  he  done 

The  biggest  tragedy  was  yet  to 
come,  though.  Ol  Willie  was  far 
beyond  bein'  consoled  by  anyone, 
least  of  all  Cassie.  No  matter  what 
she  said  or  tried  to  do,  the  fact 
remained  that  her  daddy  had  hand- 
ed Willie  his  balls  right  in  front  of 
her,  and  it  was  more  than  he  could 
stand. 

I don't  think  Willie  had  known 
much  kindness  in  his  life,  and  I 
believed  that  little  girl  gave  him 
back  a piece  of  himself.  There  was  a 
rumor  that  went  around  for  a while, 
that  Willie  had  a daughter  some- 
wheres out  west,  and  she  would've 
been  the  same  age  as  Cassie 

How  a person  chooses  to  live  his 
life  is  his  business,  long  as  he  don  t 
intentionally  set  out  to  d another 
harm  I never  tried  to  pass  judge- 
ment on  people  that  desert  their 
kin,  and  in  Willi's  case,  I firmly 
believed  his  leavin'  a little  girl 
somewhere's  was  probably  a blessin 
in  disguise 


As  for  Cassie,  I guess  she  spent 
most  of  her  life  takin'  in  stray  dogs 
and  orphaned  kittens;  when  Willie 
came  into  her  life,  she  just  latched 
on  to  him  the  way  she  would 
anybody  that  needed  a bit  of  lovin'. 

I also  knowed  that  there  weren't  an 
ounce  of  bull  shit  in  that  girl's  body; 
she  never  did  anything  that  she 
didn't  truly  mean.  I don't  mean  to 
imply  she  was  a saint  or  anythin', 
just  that  she  wore  one  face  all  the 
time,  which  I suppose  made  getting 
on  in  the  world  somewhat  hard  for 
her 

Anyways,  all  her  attempts  at  tryin' 
to  undo  her  daddy's  wrong,  failed 
Willie  took  off  on  foot,  staggerin' 
down  the  sidelines  and  lookin'  'bout 
as  miserable  as  a person  could  get 
Glen  told  her  not  to  worry  'bout 
Willie  none,  he'd  probably  go  back 
to  the  barn  and  sleep  it  off 

They  packed  up  the  tra-ler,  Ban- 
dit bein'  the  last  in  line;  his  leg  all 
bandaged  There  weren't  a one  of 
them  that  looked  pleased,  and  Mike 
still  hadn't  recovered  from  his  fall. 
I'd  hoped  Cassie  would  just  tend  to 
her  husband,  so  as  she  wouldn't  be 
thinkin'  about  Willie,  but  I caught  a 
glance  at  her  face  as  they  pulled 
out  and  I knew  weren't  no  way 
Willie  would  be  forgotten. 

The  news  came  around  11  o'clock 
that  night,  after  I stopped  off  at 
Mister's  Rose's  condo  to  see  if  Glen 
was  around.  Mister  Rose  was  drown- 
in' himself  in  a brandy  or  somethin', 
so  Glen  and  I went  outside  to  suck 
on  a beer  while  we  rolled  leg  wraps 
The  hardest  thing  I ever  done  in 
my  life  was  goin'  next  door  to  tell 
Cassie  that  Willie  had  been  found 
The  way  we  figgired  it  out  was 
Willie  cut  in  to  one  of  the  back 
roads  that  lead  ya  to  the  orange 
groves,  where  they  had  all  those 
canals  dug  for  irrigation  A lot  of  us 
used  that  route  cause  it  was  a short 
cut  to  the  barns,  and,  well,  Willie 
was  so  damn  drunk  he  stumbled  in 
and  drown.  One  of  them  Argie 
grooms  was  haulin'  horses  back  that 
way,  and  it  was  one  of  them  that 
found  him 

Willie's  death  didn't  affect  people 
much,  no  one  really  cared  about 
where  he  came  from,  and  carin'  less 
about  where  he  went  to.  The  talk 
died  down  fairly  quick;  a few 
people  even  made  bad  jokes  out  a 
the  whole  affair 

Glen  and  I,  well,  we  knew  we'd 
miss  the  son  of  a bitch,  but  Cassie 
took  to  mournin'  him  like  he  was 
kin.  She  also  tried  real  hard  to 
locate  that  rumored  daughter  of 
his;  when  she  kept  cornin'  up  with 
dead  ends,  she  decided  it  was  up  to 
her  to  see  that  Willie  had  a final 
restin'  place. 

She  had  a simple  ceremony  at  St. 
Rita's  Church,  figgirin'  if  he  was 
really  Irish,  then  he  must  of  been 
Catholic  as  well.  Course,  Glen  and 
me  went,  and  Mike  and  the  kids, 
and  I don't  know  how  she  managed, 
but  she  even  got  her  daddy  to  make 
an  appearance  I swore  he  even 
looked  like  he  felt  bad  A few  of 
them  Argie  grooms  came,  though  it 
weren't  so  much  to  pay  their 
respects  as  their  havin'  a thing 
about  goin'  to  church  A handful  of 


people  from  the  barn  showed  up, 
mainly  cause  Mister  Ashley  Rose's 
daughter  was  in  charge  of  the 
buryin'  Afterwards  we  all  went  back 
to  the  house  for  a bite  to  eat  and  to 
pay  our  respects  to  Cassie  I didn't 
hang  around  too  long,  havin'  had  a 
ton  of  work  I'd  managed  to  skip  out 
on  that  mornin'  As  I was  walkin' 
out  the  door,  I noticed  a bunch  of 
photographs  on  the  table  just  inside 
the  entry  way  Most  of  them  were  of 
Mike  and  Mister  Rose,  and  of 
course,  Emma,  Sarah,  and  Oatsie, 
all  at  different  stages  of  their 
growth  In  a small  silver  frame,  right 
smack  in  front,  was  the  picture  I'd 
taken  of  Willie,  Cassie  and  the  girls 
just  a few  days  before  She  gave  me 
one  of  them  tender  smiles  of  hers  as 
I headed  out,  and  whispered  some- 
thin' 'bout  how  important  it  was  to 
feel  part  of  a family. 

It  was  a year  ago  yesterday  that 
Willie  passed  away,  and  six  months 
to  the  very  day  I retired  Comes  a 
time  in  a man's  life  when  his  body 
just  refuses  to  do  what  it  did  when 
he  was  a boy,  and  I reckon  mine 
had  been  tryin'  to  tell  me  that  for  a 
long  time.  Bein'  the  hard  head  I am, 

I payed  no  attention  to  those  old 
bones  a mine,  and  worked  right  up 
to  when  my  back  gave  out  I'm  still 
waitin'  for  it  to  give  in.  In  the 
meantime,  I just  putz  around  in  my 
old  pick-up  and  try  and  enjoy  the 
life  that's  left  me. 

Glen  met  himself  one  of  them 
high  society  women,  in  tight  bree- 
ches and  custom  boots,  and  she 
took  quite  a likin'  to  him  He  now 
lives  in  an  ocean  front  house 
somewheres  in  Palm  Beach,  and  he 
got  himself  about  a herd  of  10  fine 
lookin',  papered  thoroughbreds. 
Shit,  his  rating  went  up  to  three 
goals  in  October,  and  he  and  Mister 
Ashley  Rose  the  Second  are  out 
kickin'  ass  on  the  field  at  Palm 
Beach  Polo  Club. 

Cassie  still  comes  around  time  to 
time,  she  and  Mike  expectin'  a new 
foal  come  summer,  and  hopin'  they 
get  themselves  a colt.  9 

The  other  day  I took  a drive  out 
to  the  barn,  just  to  have  a visit  and 
shoot  the  shit  with  some  of  the 
people  I used  to  knows  One  of 
them  Argie  grooms,  whose  English  is 
gettin'  better  all  the  time,  took  me 
over  to  the  tackroom  and  showed 
me  a plaque  that  was  hangin'  on  the 
door  Nobody  saw  who  put  it  up. 
and  nobody  will  admit  to  what 
they're  really  thinkin',  but  I know  as 
I was  walkin'  away,  the  smell  of 
beigel  oil  just  sorta  reached  up  and 
grabbed  my  attention  The  Argie 
groom  told  me  every  mornin'  when 
he  undid  the  lock,  he'd  always  be 
findin'  a can  of  Budweiser  sittin' 
next  to  a bale  of  hay 
Stupid  spic,  he  still  ain't  figgired 
out  how  them  locks  can  be  picked 
right  open,  and  I still  ain't  goin  to 
tell  him. 
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Oak  Tree  Memorial 

by  Judy  Hatch 

In  the  open  field  it  rests  and  like  the  war  hero’s  grave 
beside  it,  it  is  surrounded  by  a mist  of  glory  and  honor.  Its 
winter  branches,  naked  and  rigid,  grasp  for  the  heavens  and 
occasionlly  bend  to  look  down  upon  the  earth.  Its  limbs, 
strong  and  crusted  with  bark,  reach  out  in  every  direction  as 
if  to  seize  a wandering  soul  and  tell  it  a story  of  pride. 

For  almost  one  hundred  years  it  has  stood  there,  its  roots 
fingering  their  way  through  the  earth  to  claim  as  much  land 
as  they  can.  Hoping  perhaps,  that  once  under  its  control,  the 
earth  would  give  reverence  to  dead-soldiers  everywhere. 


(Photo  by  Jan  Houston J 


The  Drowning 

by  Kristine  Montgomery  In  A Book  On  A Shelf 


This  time 

I won’t  care  where  the  sand  clings. 

When  it  cakes  my  toes, 

I will  savor  it. 

I welcome  the  wind’s  disheveling  — 

This  time. 

Sifting,  confusing  and  stretching  each  strand  — 
Merciless  Wind,  you  can  pluck  them. 

Flesh  and  protuberance 
Harden  and  beg  for  warmth 
But  are  denied. 

This  time  I refuse  to  curl. 

Suffer,  rigid  wrapping. 

The  flesh  shivers; 

The  hair  snaps. 

And  all  the  while  whimpering. 

Strength  has  forsaken  thee  this  time, 

My  spirit. 

Follow  me  into  the  water. 

Deaf  to  angelic  plea,  I claim 
I fear  life  more  than  death. 

As  Neptune  drinks  me  in 
And  swallows  hard 
The  final  breath. 


by  Tammy  Hardesty 

I’ll  reach  out  to  you 
Take  my  hand 
We’ll  find  a place  to  go  to 
A distant  carefree  land 

Over  clouds  and  mountains  we  could  fly 
Over  seas  and  ridges 
Into  the  cold  darkness  of  space 
I know  of  a place 

On  a planet  far  away 
In  a book  on  a shelf 

White  flower  fields  and  skies  turning  grey 
I've  been  there  myself 

In  a dream 
No  one  could  invade 
Floating  downstream 
Or  in  the  shade 
Careless- 

Careless-Carefree 
Only  in  a dream 

Hide  away  in  a room  ten  by  ten 
Will  you  come  visit  me? 

I can’t  remember  how  long  it’s  been 
Since  I've  seen  reality. 
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"It's  a Dresser  Burning" 
by  Barbara  Pankow 

There  is  a hallway  in  my  home 
that  we  call  "no  mans  land"  It 
contains  the  bedrooms  occupied  by 
my  sons,  Mark  18,  Rob  16,  and  Tim 
13  Plus  one  collective  bathroom 

I have  been  thinking  of  posting  a 
warning  to  anyone  foolish  enough 
to  venture  into  this  area  One  poor 
fellow  did  and  was  lost  somewhere 
in  the  debris  We  never  found  out  if 
he  made  it  out  or  not.  About  eight 
days  after  his  disappearance  we 
gave  up  the  search 

On  rare  occasion  I have  gone  in 
to  try  and  remove  at  least  some  of 
the  excess  only  to  be  turned  back  by 
the  smell  of  sweat  sox  and  the  sight 
of  strange  things  growing  under  the 
beds.  It  looks  like  someone  dropped 
the  atom  bomb  on  my  home  and  it 
only  exploded  in  the  boys  bed- 
rooms 

Now,  this  is  hard  on  me  because 
I'm  a virgo,  and  a true  one  at  that  I 
love  everything  to  be  neat,  clean, 
and  in  its  right  place  However,  I 
have  almost  completely  given  up  on 
this  particular  venture. 

In  my  search  for  things  to  elimi- 
nate, in  order  to  reduce  the  clutter, 

I have  come  across  a fantastic  idea. 
A bonfire!  Yes,  a bonfire,  and  you 
are  all  invited.  It's  a dresser  burning 
The  most  useless  piece  of  furniture 
a teenage  boy  can  own  What  do 
they  put  in  it?  Nothing!  All  the 
clean  clothes  are  stacked  on  chairs 
and  in  corners,  and  all  the  dirty 
clothes  take  up  the  rest  of  the  floor 
(This  I don't  understand,  because 
when  I ask  for  dirty  clothes  to 
launder,  I get  a basket  with  five 
items  in  it.) 

Just  to  make  sure  I was  writing 
this  on  a true  note,  I went  in  and 
looked  into  one  dresser  drawer 
There  was  one  blue  and  white  tube 
sock,  a penlite  with  dead  batteries, 
a yellow  stocking  cap  that  said 
MIDAS  on  it  and  some  assorted  lint. 
It  took  me  ten  minutes  to  find  a 
dresser. 

Someday,  maybe  I'll  have  the  use 
of  this  end  of  my  home  again.  But 
in  the  meantime  you  are  all  invited 
to  my  bonfire  . it's  a dresser 
burning. 


THE  SWIMMER 
by  Tammy  Hardesty 

Cast  out  into  the  black  water 

Cold  and  deep 

The  swimmer  alone 

Hard  to  keep  sight  of  the  shore 

Hard  to  keep  going 

But  keep  going  we  must 

In  a sea  of  pain 

Drowning, 

Always  drowning. 

Cold  and  unreachable  as  they  are, 
The  stars  stare  back  in  judgment 
Through  the  ripples  of  confusion 
They  seem  to  waver 
The  harder  he  fights, 

The  weaker  they  seem 
Yet  the  stars  do  not  care. 

How  many  souls  has  this  sea  taken? 

While  people  stand  and  watch 

With  cold  fascination 

The  guilty  and  the  innocent 

Drown  in  pain 

And  call  for  help  in  vain 

The  swimmer  is  weaker  now 
Hope  has  vanished 
Despair  entangles  his  legs 
And  pulls  him  down 
Not  one  voice  is  raised 
Among  the  crowd  that  stares 
The  show  is  over  now 
And  emptiness  fills  the  air. 


LOVE  AT  FIRST  SIGHT 
by  Barbara  Pankow 

I knew  I was  hooked, 

By  those  big  blue  eyes, 

The  first  time  I saw  him. 

He  brought  me  such  joy. 

He  brought  me  much  pain. 

But  he  was  mine. 

My  whole  self  I would  give, 

To  this  person  who  entered  my  life. 

I’d  stay  through  the  good  times, 

I’d  stay  through  the  bad. 

I’d  comfort  and  hold  him, 

When  things  were  not  right. 

I’d  laugh  when  he  laughed, 

And  cry  when  he  cryed. 

I wanted  to  share  it  all. 

My  devotion  was  his. 

I wanted  to  grow  with  him. 

I wanted  there  never  to  be  a secret. 

Many  people  would  pass  through  his  life, 
But  I would  remain. 

For  it  was  love  at  first  sight, 

When  I saw  him, 

My  newborn  son. 
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The  Patient 


Look  beyond  those  bulging  veins 
on  the  weathered  head 
and  you  will  see  ...  I need  you. 

Listen  past  the  sounds 
of  rage  and  fury 

and  you  will  hear  . . . Please  love  me. 


When  You  Are  Silent 

I like  it  when  you’re  silent 
Knowing  your  voice  will  shatter 
The  black  crystal  of  my  loneliness 
I like  sharing  darkness  with  you 
Pretending  that  it  comes  in  stages; 
Theater  lights  dimming 
Thru  the  eyes  of  childhood 
Half  closed  in  eager  anticipation 


Touch  gently  the  clenched  fist 

and  you  will  feel  fingers  opening  up 

like  the  petals  of  a morning  flower  in  friendship. 


The  Black  Angel 

Painter  of  churches,  of  heavenly  hosts 

(Poems  by  Hector  J.  Mirande } your  “"gels  lovely' your  cherubs  robu9t 


I like  going  away  from  you 

Savoring  the  thrill  of  sighting  you  anew; 

Walking  down  a path  throwing  a shiny  coin  ahead 

Only  to  find  it  and  again 

In  a never  ending  game  of  rediscovery 


Your  sensitive  canvas,  is  screaming  a lack 
for  heaven’s  belied,  if  no  angels  are  black. 

Your  virginal  maidens,  madonnas  so  fair 
if  death  claims  a colored,  their  space  must  be  shared. 


I like  growing  old  beside  you 

Where  firm  of  thigh 

And  quick  of  wit 

We’re  gently  held 

In  the  kindness  of  our  memory 


Labor  of  love,  in  yellows  and  blue 
true  mirror  of  mankind,  while  scorning  a hue. 

Christianity’s  glory,  upon  ceiling  and  wall 
mute  hymn  to  a God,  never  shared  at  all. 


IP ho  to  by  H.  L.  MintonJ 
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Causes  and  Outlets 

by  Allen  Jay  Deasy 


Randy  awoke  on  hia  left  side,  balancing  on  the  edge  of 
his  bed  He  was  just  barely  in  contact  with  the  edge  of  the  enormous,  stained  in. 
wet  circle;  the  circle  Randy  loathed;  the  circle  Randy  created.  The  familiar  sour, 
almost  musky,  aroma  of  his  urine  penetrated  his  senses  and  shot  down  his  hopes. 

He  was  wet  and  cold,  and  his  failure  and  consequent  punishment  depressed  him. 

Randy's  failure  was  imminent,  yet  he  had  prayed  for  its  delay.  Through  self 
discipline  - not  drinking  a drop  of  liquid  after  dinners  - and  concentration  he 
had  gone  three  glorious  nights  without  releasing.  His  effort  occupied  his 
consciousness  throughout  most  of  his  day.  He  must  stop  this  childlike  act,  this 
babies  habit."  "You  act  like  a little  baby."  hia  dad  would  cruelly  lecture  at  the 

dinner  table.  , , ...  . . 

Randy's  sister  would  keep  her  head  down,  pitying  Randy  when  their  dad  would 
start  his  lecturing.  Yet,  when  needed,  she  would  pull  it  out  and  shoot  Randy  down 
in  an  instant  at  any  time  he  overstepped  his  bounds,  challenging  her  in  any  way. 

It  was  convenient  to  have  as  a weapon,  working  instantly  to  silence  Randy, 
making  him  easily  dominated,  instantly  regressed.  He  was  open  defenseless  and 
vulnerable  to  all.  Randy's  problem  was  his  weakness,  his  fear,  his  downfall, 
his  weakness,  his  fear,  his  downfall.  , 

Randy  knew  his  problem  was  not  physical  as  his  sister  had  said,  mdignant  y 
defening  him  against  his  tormenting,  ashamed  father.  He  can  t help  it.  Leave 
him  alone."  she  would  boldly  cry,  before  running  to  her  room  afraid  of  the 
consequences  of  her  insubordination.  . 

"Don’t  you  raise  your  voice  at  me,"  her  dad  yelled  after  her.  P 

he  wants."  He  turned  to  confront  the  guilty.  “You  do  it  on  purpose,  don  t you,  to 
shame  me  and  your  mother.  To  moke  her  slave  over  your  sheets  every  day.  to 
shame  her  Sometimes  I don't  even  think  you're  our  son.  Our  son  would  never  wet 
his  bed  at  seven  years  old.  Now  go  to  your  room  And  look  at  me  when  1 m talking 
ttt  Doi  t you  dare  drink  anything  either."  His  riddle  followed  Randy  down 
the^hall,  "and  I'U  be  up  later  to  make  sure  you  go  tonight.  There  U be  a belting  in 

itnrwyaThLyfaUthWer'stummoting  practice  to  take  Randy  ^e  washjm  every 
evening  at  nine  o'clock  to  supervise  a before  bed  unnation.  Randy  hated  thur  He 
could  never  go.  "Push."  his  father  would  cry,  loud  enough  for  the  neighbors  to 

heptandy  would  cry  and  plead  that  he  couldn't  go.  His  father  would  stare  down  at 
the^oilet  basin  and  Randy's  penis,  while  the  cold  water  ran  persuadmgiy  on  m toe 
bathtub  and  the  sink  "Well  stand  here  until  morning  if  we  have  to.  Now  try 

torture.  His  dad  would  flush  the  toilet  and  tum  off  the  faucets 

at  Father's  demand!  and  give  a dissatisfied  acceptance  of  his  offering,  which 

"e"YoundUbehtter  not  go  tonight."  sufficed  for  goodnight,  as  alw«y»-  _ 

x - — 

^ewa^pIl^orthXito  and  security  that  would  not  be  Mdb.ck.This 
"aredo^l  slnty  would  then  rip  into  him  in  the  morning,  cutting  his 

-Zdfhyel“='^:rntuP  toe  stairs.  He  crtnged  ami  wished  to 

looked  beautiful  bf  thrf morning  with  her  pink  robe  on  and  no  make  up  as  Randy 
oreferred  Randy's  eyes  were  terrified  as  hers  met  them.  He  could  not  withstand 
Ph::  "rest, gat'on  His  position  on  the  bed  - Waned  eye,  reinforced  her 
nostril's  accusation.  "No.”  she  cned  angnly  and  pleadingly. 

Randy  spoke  not  a word.  She  flung  his  entire  bed  covers  off,  eIP°SI"g J*e 
Kantiy  pv  ^ arms  The  cold  morning  air  violated  him, 

'en^r.tingShi^oy.kPJ^.s  Randv's  bared  sheet,  with  a crcu.sr  yellow  stain 
was  toe  guilty  verdict.  It  changed  his  mother's  face  from  apprehensior ■ (her  usuaj 
* . fVpl  to  anKer  She  jerked  his  protecting  arm.  flinging  him  off  the  bed  and 
m°™‘"g  |d  hardwood  floor  "You  little  brat,  how  could  you  do  this  to  me?  How 
0,1  u Ho  this?"  she  cried  not  expecting  an  answer.  "Haven't  I got  enough 
wTrk  to  do?  Get  in  that  bathroom  right  now  and  wash  up.  you  brat.  Just  wait  tdl 
your  father  gets  home.  You  hat*  me.  don  t you?  You  hate  us,  ^ 
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(Cont.  from  page  9) 

Randy  walked  to  the  bathroom  weeping.  Thi9  punishment  he  could  not  bear.  His 
mother‘9  words  lanced  his  very  soul.  His  stomach  was  in  pain.  Randy  wanted  to 
throw  up  but  couldn’t.  While  he  washed  his  naked  body,  full  of  goose  bumps  from 
the  crisp  morning  air,  his  mother  continued  her  weeping  and  questioning.  Why 
does  he  do  this  to  me?  Why  does  he  hate  me?  The  warm  water  from  the  wash  cloth 
cooled  instantly  on  Randy’s  body,  and  the  chill  it  caused  and  the  running  water  in 
the  sink  produced  an  intense  desire  in  him  to  urinate,  yet  he  couldn't. 


Randy’s  mother  was  downstairs  and  his  9tained  mattress  exposed  when  he 
entered  his  room,  shivering  and  lonely.  Randy  pleaded  to  God  to  let  him  stop  doing 
this  to  his  mother,  a9  he  pleaded  to  God  every  morning  and  night.  Why,  he 
thought,  as  a lump  rose  in  his  throat  followed  by  tears  in  his  eyes,  why  do  you  do 
this  to  me?  Randy  often  blamed  God  for  doing  this  to  he  and  his  mother.  For  he 
loved  his  mother  dearly  and  would  not  do  thi9  terrible  thing  to  her.  He  often  grew 
angry  and  cursed  God  for  making  him  do  this  and  for  making  his  mother  hate  him. 
Randy  wept. 

Upon  leaving  hi9  house,  with  the  feeling  of  relief  that  one  gets  when  leaving  a 
hostile  and  uncomfortable  place,  Randy  suddenly  felt  the  daily  anxiety  of  going  to 
the  bus  stop.  His  sister  followed  close  behind,  his  only  defense.  Joey  Christian 
would  be  there  as  he  always  was,  even  though  Randy  wished  him  dead  every  night. 
Randy '9  9tomach  ached  once  again.  Fear  and  anxiety  brought  the  unmistakable 
look  of  vulnerability  into  his  eyes. 

A snowball  struck  the  back  of  Randy’s  leg  producing  intense  pain.  Another 
missed  and  another  grazed  his  head.  Joey  and  the  others  had  been  waiting  behind 
Randy  's  house.  Randy  ran.  HI9  sister  faced  the  antagonists  and  screamed,  "stop  it, 
you  jerks.” 

Joey  rhythmically  sounded,  "Look  at  Randy  ru-un.  Randy  the  Panzy.  Randy  the 
Panzy.  Look  at  the  baby  ru-un.  Look  at  the  baby  ru-un.” 

Randy '9  9ister  ran  to  catch  him. 

At  the  bus  stop  they  waited  for  Joey  and  his  gang  to  come.  Randy’s  sister  was 
excited  and  angry,  adrenaline  pumping.  Randy  stood  with  head  averted  in  pitiful 
fear.  "Don’t  you  listen  to  them  Randy.  Joey  is  a jerk.  Fight  him  back,  Randy. 
Fight  him  back." 

Randy's  sister's  words  brought  neither  spirit  nor  life  into  him.  He  said  nothing 
and  cowered,  head  down,  hands  in  pockets,  shoulders  and  arms  protectively  flexed 
towards  the  middle  of  his  body. 

Joey  strut  down  the  sidewalk  flanked  by  two  of  hi9  buddies,  all  three  had 
snowballs  in  their  hands.  Two  girls  stood  off  by  themselves  paying  attention  but 
not  taking  sides.  They  didn’t  know  Randy  and  thought  him  worthless  of  even  the 
energy  it  took  to  torment  him.  He  was  merely  an  amusement  for  Joey  and  his 
friends.  Randy  had  no  friends.  He  sat  on  the  bus  alone  and  ate  lunch  alone,  unless 
his  sister  was  with  him,  which  was  rare.  She  had  many  friends  and  only  bothered 
with  Randy  when  he  was  being  teased  or  beaten,  protecting  him  fiercely.  These  two 
girls  only  exerted  the  effort  to  laugh  when  Joey  would  make  fun  of  Randy  or  when 
the  other  girls  would  laugh  and  talk  about  him. 

Randy's  sister  stood  between  him  and  the  approaching  boys.  Her  fists  were 
clenched  and  her  feet  were  planted  in  a threatening  stance.  Joey  dared  not  hit  her 
with  a snowball.  "Leave  him  alone,  Joey  Christian,"  she  pleaded  angrily. 

"Look  at  the  Panzy.  He  has  to  have  a gi-irl  protect  him.  Randy  the  Panzy. 
Randy  the  Panzy."  Joey  settled  for  taunting,  for  he  didn’t  want  to  risk  the 
humiliation  of  fighting  and  possibly  losing  to  a girl. 

The  two  girls  giggled. 

Randy  did  not  even  hear  Joey.  His  thoughts  were  elsewhere.  He  yearned  to 
relieve  his  bladder  and  he  thought  of  the  pleasantness  of  arriving  home  after  school 
to  an  empty  house  — hi9  mom  worked  until  five  o’clock.  It  was  his  only  peace 
during  the  day  — when  he  was  alone.  Now  Randy  faced  a full  day  of  school.  His 
stomach  would  hurt  all  day  and  he  might  throw  up  again  after  lunch,  an  incident 
which  meant  an  extra  amount  of  ruthless  torment  the  rest  of  the  school  day  and 
the  dreaded  bus  ride  home.  The  only  time  Randy  was  not  alone  was  when  he  was 
by  himself. 

The  cold  winter  penetrated  Randy  and  he  closed  his  eyes  and  released  his  hold 
on  himself.  His  urine  flowed  down  his  legs,  steaming  warm  relief.  He  imagined 
urinating  on  Joey.  The  group  at  the  bus  stop  looked  on  as  Randy’s  urine  stain 
descended  his  legs.  Hi9  sister  was  stunned.  Joey  was  astonished.  Joey’s  look  of 
astonishment  quickly  changed  to  one  of  satisfaction  however,  as  he  9miled,  think- 
ing, wait  till  they  hear  about  this. 
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Narrow 
Nelly, 
tall  and 
thin, 

Couldn’t  see 
beyond  her 
chin; 

Her  mouth 
she  used 
for  breathing 
out 

But  never 
breathing 
in. 


Her  vision 
was  the  worst 
I’ve  seen; 

On  colors 
She  was  not 
too  keen. 

She  could 
see  both 
black  and 
white 

But  nothing 
in  between. 

Her  ears 
she  lost, 

I have 

I have 
heard  tell; 
From  lack 
of  use 
right  off 
they  fell! 

Her  nose 
she  used  for 
turning  up 
At  views  not 
parallel. 

Her 

conversations 
were  all 
one  way ; 

On  any 
subject  she 
had  much 
to  say  — 
Music,  Art, 
Psychiatry  — 
She  played 
the  expert 
night  and 
day. 

She  drove 
away  her 
next  of  kin  — 
They  couldn’t 
stand  the 
constant  din; 
And  so 
poor  Nelly, 
tall  and 
thin, 

Got 
herself 
boxed  in. 


Narrow  Nelly 

By  Jan  Lynne 


UNTHINKABLE...  UNQUESTIONABLE 


"■gstfnoo  jo“*ianoo  v jtiohukv 


j IMPOSSIBLE!  C ERTAINLX. A LWAY5.. 
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JIGSAW  PUZZLES 
by  Tammy  Hardesty 


Make  no  demands  upon  me 
Lest  I fail  to  meet  them 
These  sanitary  walls  close  in  on  me 
Sit  in  silent  contemplation 
Of  heros  and  villains  — 

And  other  desperate  people 

Relax  in  a chair  that  has  no  back 

And  wake  from  nightmare  to  nightmare 

Join  the  other  zombies 

Rocking  back  and  forth 

Chewing  and  swallowing 

And  staring  into  space 

Don't  ask  questions 

Don’t  think  — Don’t  feel 

Just  stay  alive 

Tara  had  a glass  fish  bowl.  Glass!  With  two  fish  in  it.  I stared  in 
disbelief.  But  then,  she  wasn’t  like  me,  she  was  anorexic.  They  took  all 
possessions  away  from  me  that  had  glass  in  them.  I couldn’t  even  have  a 
compact  with  a tiny  mirror  in  it  because  they  said  someone  could  break  the 
glass  and  hurt  himself  with  it.  (Meaning  me,  for  I was  the  only  suicidal) 
But  what  could  prevent  me  from  breaking  that  glass  bowl,  putting  a glass 
shard  to  my  throat  and  — ? I tried  not  to  think  of  that. 

Actually,  I tried  not  to  think,  period.  I had  the  feeling  that  I was  really 
at  camp,  only  at  this  camp  there  was  only  sick  people.  I was  just  away 
from  home  for  a while,  not  really  locked  away  for  trying  to  kill  myself. 
Locked  away. 

I was  a good  sickie,  though.  I didn’t  get  into  fights  or  yell  or  scream. 
They  never  had  to  put  me  in  the  quiet  room,  a room  that  only  had  a 
mattress  in  it.  (They  put  you  in  there  until  you  felt  like  being  good.  If  you 
were  really  naughty, they  took  your  clothes  and  gave  you  a hospital  gown 
to  wear  before  they  locked  you  in.  If  you  were  really,  really  naughty  they 
drugged  you  and  tied  you  to  a bed,  90  you  wouldn’t  hurt  yourself,  and 
then  they  locked  you  in)  I rose  in  levels  quickly.  Each  day  I was  on  a new 
level  and  before  long  I could  make  phone  calls  out  or  stay  up  late  or  go  on 
walks,  if  I wanted  to.  But  I didn’t.  I built  jigsaw  puzzles  and  taught 
people  to  play  pinochle  so  I’d  have  someone  to  play  with.  And  when  I saw 
something  painful,  I turned  and  walked  away,  because  nothing  bothered 
me.  I was  OKAY. 

Judy,  the  adolescent  director,  was  upset  with  me  because  I never  went 
to  rap  sessions  and  only  went  to  art  therapy  twice.  She  sent  tara  for  me 
who  interrupted  me  in  the  middle  of  a jigsaw  puzzle.  The  puzzle  was  hard 
because  it  had  a lot  of  pieces  missing.  I took  in  that  fact  like  I took  in  all 
the  rest.  It  seems  only  fitting  that  a jigsaw  puzzle  in  a nuthouse  had  pieces 
missing. 

It  was  noon  — medicine  time  for  some  patients.  Not  me  though.  I took 
my  little  pink  pill  at  eight  in  the  morning  and  at  eight  at  night.  Lithium. 
Some  of  my  best  friends  were  on  lithium.  It  doesn’t  make  you  happy  and  it 
doesn’t  make  you  sad,  it  just  makes  you  there. 

“Tammy,  I want  you  to  know  that  you’re  not  bullshitting  anyone.” 

I allowed  myself  a small  sign.  “How  do  you  mean?” 

"You’re  acting  like  nothing’s  bothering  you  when  we  both  knew  that 
something's  bothering  you.  You’re  going  to  keep  it  all  inside  until  you 
can’t  anymore  and  then  you'll  break  and  do  something  stupid  like  what 
got  you  here.” 

There  was  a commotion  where  they  handed  out  the  medicine.  It  seemed 
Claudia,  the  lady  that  was  rumored  to  be  dying  of  cancer,  had  swallowed 
all  her  medicine.  She  said  she  didn’t,  that  a nurse  gave  her  the  bottle 
because  there  was  only  one  pill  left  in  it.  She  was  lying.  We  all  stood  and 
stared.  She  looked  at  me  almost  apologetically,  as  if  saying,  “I’m  sorry  I 
tried  to  kill  myself  in  front  of  you.”  and  I felt  like  saying,  “Don’t  you  look 
at  me  like  that!  What  makes  you  think  I care  whether  you  live  or  die?” 
And  I felt  like  saying,  “Everybody  go  away  and  leave  her  alone!”  And  I 
felt  like  kicking  something  and  screaming,  but  I didn’t.  I just  stared.  And 
then  I turned  and  walked  away. 

And  I walked  away  when  the  lady  in  red  attacked  a nurse  for  a 
cigarette.  I pretended  I didn’t  hear  her  cry  as  they  dragged  her  away  to 
put  her  in  the  quiet  room  because  she  had  been  really,  really  naughty.  Just 
like  I didn’t  hear  anyone  cry  or  scream  or  giggle  or  moan  when  they  ate  or 
talked  to  people  who  weren't  there.  I just  worked  on  my  jigsaw  puzzle. 

I had  a jigsaw  puzzle  at  home,  too.  And  I worked  on  it  when  I was  home 
on  a twelve  hour  leave.  And  I pretended  I didn't  hear  my  parents  arguing 
over  not  arguing  over  me.  It  was  a picture  of  the  Golden  Gate  Bridge.  It 
had  pieces  missing  too.  But  three  out  of  fifteen  hundred’s  not  bad.  You  see 
— it  falls  apart  easily.  That’s  how  the  pieces  get  lo9t. 
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CRUISIN’ 

THE  LIGHT  IN  MY  REFRIGERATOR  STAYS  ON  WHEN  I CLOSE  by  Jan  Lynne 


THE  DOOR 
by  Kristine  Montgomery 

I know, 

Because  yesterday  morning, 
I found  the  tiny  bearded  elf, 
Who  used  to  flip  the  switch, 
Frozen  stiff 
In  a carton  of 

Dannon  dutch  apple  yogurt. 


CONTINUITY 
by  Rose  Anna  Mueller 

In  our  tree-lined  town 
We  do  not  speak  of  anomie. 

In  winter  we  meet  for 
Cocktails  at  Christmas. 

Fall  is  for  hayrides, 

Spring  for  tending  lawns. 

We  welcome  new  neighbors 
With  a smile  and  a pie, 

Come  home  to  our  tow-headed  children 
Secure  in  our  unspoken  concensus 
That  life  is  worth  living, 

After  all. 


THE  END  OF  AN  AGE 
by  Rose  Anna  Mueller 

It  marks  the  end  of  an  age: 
The  century-old  elms, 
Arched  in  their  antiphonies 
Once  chanted  like  monks. 
Saws  silence  their  song 
In  quicker  tempos 
They  crash  to  the  street; 

A moment's  crescendo. 


As  I cruise  in  my  Volkswagen  on  Route  53, 

I can  turn  up  the  radio  and  sing  off-key. 

No  one  will  care  or  notice  my  song; 

Each  is  timed  in  to  his  own  favorite  station 
And  rushing  to  reach  his  own  destination. 

My  seat  belt  is  fastened  to  keep  my  feelings  restrained; 
With  heating  and  air,  I’m  completely  self-contained. 

The  thick  window  glass  keeps  me  safe  from  the  weather; 
My  wipers  clear  the  windshield  of  other  people's  tears  ; 
My  brights  shut  out  the  darkness  of  other  people’s  fears. 

But  what  if  it’s  foggy  and  the  pavement  is  wet, 

If  it’s  getting  quite  dark  and  I'm  not  home  yet? 

I might  have  a crash  — a sudden  encounter  — 

A frightening  bump  from  the  front  or  behind, 

A jolt  to  my  body,  a shock  to  my  mind! 

I’d  have  to  crawl  out  of  my  steel-lined  cocoon 
(A  rude  interruption  of  my  favorite  tune), 

All  shaky  and  weak  and  feeling  quite  naked, 

I’d  have  to  approach  another  driver  or  two, 

Survey  the  damage,  decide  what  to  do. 

Shivering  in  the  cold,  uneasy  at  such  exposure, 

Without  my  cocoon,  would  I lose  my  composure? 

In  this  brieg  encounter  with  a pair  of  strangers, 

Could  I give  my  real  name,  and  proper  address? 

And  why  I had  skidded,  could  I honestly  confess? 

‘‘My  music  was  loud  to  drown  out  the  pain, 

And  I sang  outloud  to  keep  myself  sane. 

I didn’t  see  the  sign  that  said,  ‘Slippery  when  wet'; 

I didn’t  see  the  cars  lined  up  at  the  light; 

All  I saw  was  the  darkness  of  another  lonely  night.” 

And  when  I’ve  recovered  from  the  scary  ordeal, 

And  I’ve  crawled  back  inside  to  grip  the  steering  wheel, 
Would  I roll  up  my  window  that  seals  out  life, 

Would  I fasten  my  belt,  turn  on  my  favorite  station, 
And  sing  off-key  till  I’ve  reached  my  destination? 


A neatly  orchestrated  team 
Takes  their  limbs  apart. 
Crushes  up  their  trunks 
Like  old  bones. 
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THE  MORTON  ARBORETUM 
The  Prairie  Light  Review  recognizes  the 
valuable  contribution  that  the  Morton  Arbore- 
tum makes  to  the  people  of  DuPage  County.  For 
many  of  us  the  Arboretum  is  a sanctuary  to  es- 
cape to.  It  is  also  a place  for  discovery  and  won- 
der. Current  plans  call  for  a tollway  to  run 
through  the  southeast  corner  of  the  Arboretum. 
This  tollway  will  damage  and  even  destroy  a por- 
tion of  its  beauty.  Our  Spring  Issue  will  be  dedi- 
cated to  the  Morton  Arboretum.  Please  share 
with  us  your  feelings  about  the  Arboretum 
through  your  poems,  short  stories,  essays,  and 
photographs.  See  page  15  for  more  details. 


The  Pralre  Light  Review  encourages  students  to  enter  the  Fifth  Annual 
College  of  DuPage  Poetry  Contest  sponsored  by  the  Humanities  Division. 


FIRST  PRIZE:  $ 100.00 
SECOND  PRIZE':  $5 0.00 
THIRD  PRIZE:  $25 .00 


«*•*»*»» 


DearfEote:  April  30,  1984 


Awards  will  be  announced  aX  the  Spring  Poetry  Reading  on  the 
evening  of  May  third  at  7:3  0 P.M.  in  the  new  Student  Res  ounce 
Center  (SRC)  in  Room  3 028 

The  thAee  award  winning  poems  will  also  be  published  in  the 
Prairie  Light  Rev-teui,  C/D’s  literary  magazine 

Contest  Rules: 

(1)  Each  contestant  must  be  a (alt  or  part-time  student  at 
the  College  DuPage. 

(2)  Each  contestant  my  submit  one  poem  up  to  50  lines  in 
length  on  any  topic  or  theme.  These  are  no  foam  os 
style  restrictions. 

(3)  Poems  must  be  typed  and  the  name,  address  and  phone 
number  of  the  poet  should  appeal  on  the  upper  sight 
hand  comes,  of,  the  entiy. 

(4)  Entiies  should  be  sent  to  the  Humanities  Division 
College  of  DuPage 

Glen  Ellyn,  U 60 137 
MX:  Poetry  Contest 

ol  diopped  off  at  the  Division  office,  A3098 

(5)  No  poems  will  be  returned;  however,  contestants  retain 
the  lights  to  poems  submitted  fo.r  the  contest,  except 
that  the  Prairie  Light  Review  has  one  tine  rights  to 
publish  the  three  ioin\iing  poems. 


Tor  further  information  contact  Roll  Bell,  College  0|( 
DuPage,  Ext.  20 53  or  drop  by  his  office:  A 3 7 7 3 C 


WE  WOULD  LIKE  TO  SEE  YOUR  WORK  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  SPRING  ISSUE. 


Contributions  are  welcome  from  all  members  of  the  District  502.  Works  are 
judged  by  students  enrolled  in  Journalism  210  which  meets  on  Wednesday 
evenings . 

Submit  works  on  neatly  typed  8Y'  x II"  paper.  Author's  name,  address  and 
phone  number  should  appear  on  a separately  attached  cever  sheet. 

Photographs  and  graphics  should  not  exceed  5"x7"  and  should  have  identification 
on  the  back  of  each  work  submitted. 

The  magazine  is  copyrighted  but  rights  for  reoublishing  belong  to  the  contrib- 
utor. Although  we  are  careful  with  contributions  please  do  not  sumblt  your 
only  copy. 

Send  contributions  to  Praire  Light  Reveiw,  Humanities  Office,  Room  A 3098. 


For  further  information  contact:  Allan  Carter,  Faculty  Advisor,  858  2800  x2124. 
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The  staff  of  the  Prairie  Light 
Review  created  this  maga- 
zine: Sue  Barker,  Electa 
Finley,  Jill  Gonyo,  Nancy 
Kintop,  Jan  Lynne,  Ginnie 
Seaman,  Scott  Tomkowiak 
and  Lisa  Warren.  Allan 


Carter  is  the  Faculty  Ad- 
visor. 


Plus  a big  thanks  to  all  the 
people  who  submitted 
materials. 


